Chapter 2: Electro-Jack 


“..All cautionary measures for Tokyo are being 
handled by myself, Beston Cooliger. The Japanese citizens 
must destroy Sergei’s political administration and 
restructure Japan into a democracy. If they fail to do this, 
their country will fall into a terrorist regime even worse off 
than it is now.” 


The English-accented Japanese voice sounded very gentle. 

“...We, the human race, have finally matured enough to the 
point where we are capable of governing ourselves. So we need to be 
confident in our abilities. If Japan lets herself be removed from the 
world community, that will mean her death. If the people who live on 
this island lose their sense of freedom, the history they have so 
carefully built all these centuries will lose its meaning. Avenir has sent 
me, Beston Cooliger, to this land to deliver this important message to 
you all.” 

Lines were all over the TV monitor, but even so the man 
named Beston Cooliger’s face could be faintly distinguished. He 
seemed to be wearing an astronaut’s space suit. His voice sounded like 
it had been recorded in advance. 

“Tender Gear, and Alafman, have been sent so that Avenir 
could make use of me, Beston Cooliger. No other attachments. Just 
Alafman and Beston Cooliger.” 


“What’s with this guy...? Is he a narcissist?!” 

Because the channel Hyuga Onore had been using for video 
games got messed up by the electro-jack, he was very annoyed. 

He opened the curtains at his bedroom’s northern window. 


From the spaces between the rows of high rise 
apartments, excluding the apartments facing the Shinjuku 
direction, from the window on the fortieth floor, it didn’t 
look like anything out of the ordinary was happening 
outside. 

Hyuga Onore had been skipping out on high school. 

His body just lacked energy. That was his only reason. 

His punctual parents had left for work and for lunch he 
was eating the box lunch his mother had made him. 

First period, he’d had cooking class — which was why 
he was feeling ill. All morning, he read through his 
textbooks for the day. This only took a couple hours. Then 
he did his English hearing drills. By the first thing that 
afternoon, he’d set the screen on the American Channel’s 
discussion game, “Saint Relative.” 

It’s a game where the players get to be gods, creating 
countless worlds. Points were determined by how these 
worlds were governed. Onore particularly liked the 
Shakespearian English that was used in the game. You 
could repeat the audio when needed, so it was perfect for 
studying English. 

Between his room and the living room’s TV, he’d been 
exposed to both scenes, but neither seemed to report any 
particular anomaly. 

As for the TV, just as with the monitor in his room, the 


screen had been overtaken by Beston’s warbled message. 


This screen showed Beston’s robust size more clearly. 

“Tokyo Station?!” 

Onore’s eyes could not ignore the interesting looking building’s 
roof that appeared behind the man, nor the sparkling lines that went 
from right to left. 

From the kitchen’s western window, there was very little empty 
space before the wall of the neighboring high rise apartment. But from 
its sharp angle, he could still catch a glimpse of something falling in the 
sky. 

It was a silver colored object. 

“Tt can’t be...” 

Thinking the object might appear again in the southern sky, Onore 
ran into the living room and out onto the veranda. 

The silver object, just as Onore had predicted, was running right 
to left above the many high rise apartment buildings. 

Whoosh... 

The sound of flight came from the distance. Then, after a brief 
pause, a shadow whizzed by, catching the light of the sun from the right 
hand side as it sailed by. 

RARRRRR!! 


A powerful echo covered the sky, the entire apartment building 
vibrating with the noise. Onore clutched his ears desperately in his 
hands. 


“ ” 
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The silver colored shining object looked humanoid in shape. 

“Looks like it’s headed for Kokyo.” 

Onore ran once more to the kitchen’s window. From there he 
could clearly see the UFO above the neighboring apartment’s roof, 
flying shakily towards the direction of the Kokyo Bridge. 

Presently, Koukyo Park was also an army post of Sergei. 

“That’s A Tender Gear...!” 

Turning off the monitor in his room, Onore threw on a jumper, 
put power into his pocket-display, and changed the TV to a different 
channel. Every station was playing Beston’s message. 

“Oh, shit...” 

Having felt firsthand the impact of seeing the human-shaped UFO 
flying near him, he suddenly realized that staying at home would be 
dangerous. 

He didn’t think he was overreacting. He saw it was entirely 


possible that the UFO was just circling his own roof. 


And what’s more, now that Sergei had Japan in its clutches, 
ordinary citizens like Onore were at least a lot more disaster conscious 
and had been formulating plans for evacuation. 

In this case it was not an earthquake, so relocation to a land 
reclamation site was normal procedure. Onore cut the electricity to the 
house and ran outside. 

He also had an ulterior motive — if that UFO really was a Tender 
Gear, he wanted to get a closer look at it with his own eyes. 

However, there was no manual for citizens on how to protect 
oneself from an air raid, so his reaction was slow. Onore’s age group 
had been brought up on cheesy science fiction movies and unlikely 
stories. So the word “air raid” had been casually accepted into his 
vocabulary and he was able to accept the situation into his reality. 

The elevator was still working, after all, and the housewife who 
lived in the same building complained about the racket from Onore’s 
pocket monitor. 

“But this is the real thing, ma’am. There’s someone who’s 
electro-jacked the system and is causing an air raid over Tokyo’s 
skies.” 

“Oh, please. Just because you were scolded by your elders, that 
doesn’t give you an excuse to make up silly stories like that.” 

Young housewives were the most hated demographic of Onore 
and his generation. 

After a long awkward moment with the puffed up housewife, 
Onore jumped onto an electric bike that had been left in his 
household’s parking spot. He zipped on it out from the underground. 


“...Ya hear? It’s an air raid.” 


“Sergei hasn’t said anything, right? Where are the police and 
firemen when you really need them?” 

Voices from adults could be heard by the apartment’s entrance — 
what they were saying excited Onore. 

If you stay standing around squabbling about that, you’ll wind up 
killed. 

When Onore’s electo-bike elevated slightly at a tiny bridge over a 
stream, he looked back towards the center of the city (though knowing 
he couldn’t see it). He figured if he made it to a land reclamation site, 
he’d be able to find some Tender Gear who weren’t with Sergei. 

That UFO was making the movements of someone on the attack. 
There should be a huge cruising radius! 

That was the boy’s true wish. He wanted the machine to be all- 
powerful. However, that sort of thing never really happened to him. 
And it wasn’t as if wishing to see such a thing would make it happen. 
He realized all too well the harsh truths of his reality. 

So that was why he put some hope in the thrill of this occurrence. 
And besides, once he got to the land reclamation site — as long as he 
ignored the stench of the trash — he would be able to see the crisp 
scenery of the ocean. This made him ride all the faster. 

That was the sort of boy Onore was... so he never could have 


imagined that very soon he would be yanked into an unthinkable world. 


The X Wing’s Air Superiority Fighter was destroyed — that had 
been the first clue in telling the citizens what had happened that day. 

Before that, on one corner of Kokyo Park where three vehicles 
had been parked, two Tender Gear called “Musshan” were released and 
half destroyed, but that never made it onto the TV’s news, so none of 
the ordinary citizens knew about it. 

After the electro jacking from the mysterious man Beston ended, 
and all the television sets around the city returned to their usual 
programming, a camera set on the roof of an independent building 
showed images of an X Wing attacking. 

The wings at the top of the monitor suddenly shot out white 
smoke. It really did look like cheap special effects from a miniature and 
a fog machine. 

While being fooled by these “fake CG effects,” the people 
probably thought that the object on their screen spreading its big wings 
was nothing more than a paper airplane. 

It lasted for two breaths, dancing while headed in the direction of 
Ebisu, passing over the faded buildings of the Ebisu Town high rise 
apartments. It exploded and caused a shockwave. 

“Where is it?! Where did it fall?! This isn’t a drill, ya know? 
There’s a real air raid going on here!” 

Screams from the cameramen from at least three different stations 
could be heard at the same time. 

Even though tone can carry many linguistic misinter- 
pretations, listening to the comments from the reporters and 


announcers from the various TV stations 


showed that something unfathomable was happening. It 
was unclear what, exactly, but everyone was hysteric. 


The Sergei second lieutenant Kaji and the joint chiefs of 
staff in the underground shelter in Ichigaya were listening 
to the voices on their pocket televisions. 

The underground shelter was lit only by the various 
display screens here and there. 

“'..The initial report was only received through 
broadcast television. Nothing has changed at all in the 
system since the great Osaka-Kobe earthquake and the 
Tokyo earthquake!” 

“Sergei is under jurisdiction from broadcast television. 
Getting upset won’t change anything about it.” 

Motomiya stared up at the second lieutenant from the 
light of the pocket television screen. 

“This isn’t ants at a picnic — don’t be so calm. Then, 
why are there no monitors here that show all the Japanese 
channels?!” 

“We were supposed to establish that system this year if 
funding was sufficient.” 

“But that’s too late.” 

Lieutenant Kaji, in his excitement to clench his fist, 
accidentally brushed his fingertips against Motomiya’s rear 
end. 

“Please stop that.” 

“Your fault for being too close. Get away from me.” 

Lieutenant Kaji, having felt for the first time the fiery 
vigor of the female officer, felt a little confused at first, 


